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Reviews 379 

The verses are full of ineffective tautology, and yet they are 
among the stronger in the book. At best it is creditable pren- 
tice work, else we can see small justification for the appearance 
of the little book, in which we discern no great power. 

Never a woman you say, 

Never a wife, 
Only the rose of a day, 

A dream in a life. 



Glory the star of my sky. 

Beauty my own. 
Touched by all joys, as they fly. 

Still I'm alone. 

Render your loss as it seems. 

Where to fate it belongs, — 
I am a daughter of dreams, 

A mother of songs. 

Alas, if such she be — the pity 'tis — 'tis true ; for the 
songs are not yet such as sing themselves above the tone of 
newspaper and respectable magazine verse. 



The Peacock's Pleasaunce. By " E. V. B." New York: The John Lane 
Company. 

A book of charming talk with the reader of this and of that, 
taking for granted chiefly a devout love of nature in her lovelier 
forms, and of such myths as take their rise out of man's inti- 
mate commerce with her. The plea for the birds is singularly 
poignant. The title of the book is derived from the illustra- 
tions rather than the text, and from the strange little prologue 
that opens the book of which we quote, the last paragraph : 

"Once, when I was a child, I dreamed that one morning very 
early, before the sun rose, I went out into the garden and wan- 
dered along the green terrace by the river. And there stood a 
peacock in the dewy grass. And the peacock was so beautiful, 
so full of grace and colour, that I held up my gown in my hand 
and danced. And the peacock spread up his feathers of green 
and gold, all eyed with purple, and he too, danced a minuet 
amidst the sparkling dew drops." 



